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yes* She was deep in her researches when Fan
ame in and looked over her shoulder, feeling
oo cross with Polly to chide Maud.

As Polly had no money for presents, she had
xerted her ingenuity to devise all sorts of gifts,
toping by quantity to atone for any short-
:omings in quality. Some of her attempts were
uccessful, others were failures; but she kept
hem all, fine or funny, knowing the children at
lome would enjoy anything new. Some of
Vlaud's cast-off toys had been neatly mended
'or Kitty; some of Fan's old ribbons and laces
?rere converted into doll's finery; and Tom's
ittle figures, whittled out of wood in idle min-
ites, were laid away to show Will what could
DC done with a knife.

"What rubbish!" said Fanny.

"Queer girl, isn't she?" added Tom, who
iad followed to see what was going on.

"Don't you laugh at Polly's things. She
makes nicer dolls than you, Fan, and she can
rcite and dwar ever so much better than Tom,"
:ried Maud.

"How do you know? I never saw her draw,"
said Tom.

"Here's a book with lots of pictures in it.
I can't read the writing; but the pictures are
so funny."

Eager to display her friend's accomplishments,
Maud pulled out a fat little book, marked "Pol-
ly's Journal," and spread it in her lap.

"Only the pictures; no harm in taking a look
at 'em," said Tom.

"Just one peep," answered Fanny; and the
next minute both were laughing at a droll
sketch of Tom in the gutter, with the big dog
howling over him, and the velocipede running
away. Very rough and faulty, but so funny,
that it was evident Polly's sense of humor was
strong. A few pages farther back came Fanny
and Mr. Frank, caricatured; then grandma,
carefully done; Tom reciting his battle-piece;
Mr. Shaw and Polly in the park; Maud being
borne away by Katy; and all the school-girls
turned into ridicule with an unsparing hand.

"Sly little puss, to make fun of us behind
our backs," said Fan, rather nettled by Polly's
quiet retaliation for many slights from herself
and friends.

"She does draw well," said Tom, looking
critically at the sketch of a boy with a pleasant

face, round whom Polly had drawn rays like
the sun, and under which was written, "My
dear Jimmy."
" You would n't admire her, if you knew what
she wrote here about you," said Fanny, whose
eyes had strayed to the written page opposite,
and lingered there long enough to read some-
thing that excited her curiosity.
"What is it?" asked Tom, forgetting his
honorable resolves for a minute.
"She says, 'I try to like Tom, and when he
is pleasant we do very well; but he don't stay
so long. He gets cross and rough, and dis-
respectful to his father and mother, and plagues
us girls, and is so horrid I almost hate him. It's
very wrong, but I can't help it.' How do you
like that?" asked Fanny.
" Go ahead, and see how she comes down on
you, ma'am," retorted Tom, who had read on
a bit.
"Does she?" And Fanny continued, rap-
idly: "As for Fan, I don't think we can be
friends any more; for she told her father a lie,
and won't forgive me for not doing so too. I
used to think her a very fine girl; but I don't
now. If she would be as she was when I first
knew her, I should love her just the same; but
she is n't kind to me; and though she is always
talking about politeness, I don't think it is
polite to treat company as she does me. She
thinks I am odd and countrified, and I dare say
I am; but I should n't laugh at a girl's dothes
because she was poor, or keep her out of the
way because she didn't do just as other girls
did here. I see her make fun of me, and I can't
feel as I did; and I'd go home, only it would
seem ungrateful to Mr. Shaw and grandma,
and I do love them dearly."
"I say, Fan, you've got it now. Shut the
book and come away," cried Tom, enjoying this
broadside immensely, but feeling guilty, as
well he might.
"Just one bit more," whispered Fanny,
turning on a page or two, and stopping at a
leaf that was blurred here and there, as if tears
had dropped on it.
" Sunday morning, early. Nobody is up to
spoil my quiet time, and I must write my
journal, for I've been so bad lately, I couldn't
bear to do it. I'm glad my visit is most done,
for things worry me here, and there is n't any